SUPPER  WITH   THE   GODS
I heard a pleasant voice in the Hall. The Master
went out to receive its owner. In a minute the door
opened and with a bright face the Benign Doctor
entered, warbling little greetings as he made his way
in. He got a curt nod from Mahaffy. They were
not exactly boon companions. But I got from the
Doctor a very gracious hand-shake. The Master
followed him with a syphon and a decanter of Jameson.
Soon he found an armchair.
"Ah, my friend, you may fill it up. Thanks.
Well, now, I fear that I am a little late, a little breath-
less. It is not easy to get away from Ranelagh nor
to return to that delectable retreat" He gazed
graciously round the room, as amiable, as charming,
and as sweet a man as Gallio was said to have been.
He sipped his whiskey-and-soda. Had George
Wyndham continued in office until a vacancy occurred
the Benign< Doctor would have been Provost.
" We were just discussing the predilection of Nero
for tavern company," the Master explained, " and we
put it down to his artistic temperament."
Now an awful suspicion clouded up in my mind.
The conversation had grown out of Nero's desire for
low company and it had, as all good conversation
should, put out branches with more and more delight-
ful blooms. We had got from his tutor, Seneca, to
the brother of that tutor, Gallio. Why, then, this
harping back to the tavern part and the low company ?
I would be slow to believe that the Master would lend
himself to such a thing, but it looked remarkably like
an attempt to influence me by Mahafiy's authority
and disdain of common people. He knew that I
was afraid of Mahaffy. A letter from my aunt
would have done the trick, not to mention my mother.
They did not like some of my haunts. The artistic
temperament was " suspect," for that had been fre-
207